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UN, run, the Levee opens, cry the Slaves, 
Who read Preferment in the grin of Knavesz 
Hu Lordſbip Dreſſes in the Audience Room, 
* My truſty Friend, the Lacquey, bid me come; 
A Valet beckons, all perceive the Nod, 
And preſs with Morning lncenſe to their god : 
I The thread-bare Prieſt, the famiſh'd Pamphleteer, 
| The broken Merchant, and the Landleſs Squire, 
Of hetrogenous kinds; but blended there, 
Bend to their Lord, and buzz about bis Ear, 


One 


- 


642 


One puſhes forward with a vaſt grimace, 
And leers, as conſcious of his own diſgrace; 


Truſts to' his Lordſhip, hopes he'll make him Friends, 


And on a Promiſe to his Wife, depends? 
1% Wife, Sir! What u Miſtreß Pert your Wife ? 

A mo#t mgemous Woman, on my Life; 

A handſome Woman never ſues in vain, 

PU do it, Sir, but ſend your Wife again. 


A ſecond comes, my Lord, you have forgot, 
A Jail will find me, I muſt ſurely rot; 
Conſider but the terrours of a Jail, 

Without one Farthing to procure a Meal : 

The Summs, you know, which I disburſt to you, 
Would ſoften Debts, and would Maintain me too & 
For God ſake (here my Lord muſt cut him ort,) 
Your angry, Sir, and you have reaſon fort:; | 
But Things were huddled up at ſuch a rate, 

The Place diſpos'd i of, and [ ſpoke too late : 

They ſaw, indeed, that I was hugely vext, 

And pawn'd their Honour, you ſhould have the next. 


A third, with (atisfaRtion in his look, 
Here is the Pamphlet, (as the laſt one took,) 
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This will take better, for the Scheme and Style 
uſt be of ſervice , here, my Lord, muſt ſmile; 


Might melt a Jew, er might convince a Turk 
nd when the Man is certain of a Place, 
e turns to liſten to ſome other 


The pious Chaplain, orthodox in Dreſs, 
hoſe Wig is ample, but his Food the leſs, 


ell, Do8or ! the good Man is dead at laſt ; 

7 Heav'n for the Reverend D E AN at length has call d, 
A thouſand Pounds you're in his Place Inſtall d: 
Here the looſe Levite may be dipt in Debt, 

nd win the Living, if he loſe the Bett. 


A female Favourite once this Method us d, 
To one, who from meer Ignorance refus d, 
A Mytre fell, the Dutcheſs for him ſent; 
pes d the Bett— : He knew not what ſhe ment. 

| I Good.natur'd Men will ſay, Me miſt bis Part, 

Through primitive ſimplicity of Heart; 
But we who know him ſince, and know how dull, 
Acquit his Heart, the Fault was in his Scull. 


Ind give him Thanks on Thanks, and ſwear, The work | 


IThrufts thro the Crowd, my Lord perceives him faſt, 


Such 
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Such are the Men thit crowd. the great Mans Dogr, 
Fed on ſuch Fare, no wonder they ſeem Poor; 
Unhappy Creatures! ever doom d to toil, 

Yer reap no Harveſt from the barrenS01l : 

Like Men bewilder'd, whilſt falſe Lights in view, 
Stand as they ſtand, but fly when they purſue z 

Bike Chymiſts, on their golden Dreams, intent, \ 
They weaken not, till what they have is ſpent, 


More Fool, and more ridiculous than Theſe 
Is He, who from his Merit hopes to Pleaſe, 
Who thinks that Honeſty, or Wit, or Parts, ii: 
The ſtrength of Judgment, or the ſtretch of Arts, s 
Will recommend a Man to thoſe who know, 
Themſelves the Foes of Worth, and Worth their Foe} 


To blend, the Multitude, a Auave in Pow'r, 
With Men of Worth, may toy away an Hour; 
But in his Cloſer, fees the Knave alone, 
Nor joyns with Thoſe, whoſe Life apbraids his own 
He gives them Pelf, who thank him for his Pelf, 
And picks his Mates, to tally to himſelf, 
Villainy binds them faft, and links the Chain, 
Flows from the firſt, and r uns along the Train, 
- And 
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And why are honeſt Men, and Men of Wit ? 
Unfit for Powir, while Knaves and Fools are 874 

Self. truſting Wits unlyckilly retain gn 

An itch of Flotting, and a meddling Brain, 

While Blechheads boggle not at Shame or Sin, 
But, without queſtion, plunge thro thick and thin 
Vaſt is the dirty Mire that they run thre, / ,- 
Laboriaus are the Task; they have to do“ 

One B!ockhead in the buſineſs of Chicane, 


Effects what twenty Wits attempt ĩn vain. 
State Creatures muſt be, between Knaves and m 
No Horſe will bear che e n t 


* 2 ö 
Imagine 2 rome deadly n 12 
& Rogue will offer, awkward Virtus flinch 3. Vat Te 
Macer I want you, Macer's overjoy dl. 


And cares not to the Devil to be Employ'd z .. 

But try another, Sir —. Your known addreſs; 

Bids me to truſt, you, and to hopefucceſs, _ 

What from my Virtue. from my -Honour 3 | 
| Go dine on 98 or with 13 * a 


And, eder, let us r fate the caſe, 3 


Were * in row r, pray, whom would you embraces 
Whom 
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Such are the Men that crowd the great Man's Doc, 
Fed on ſuch Fare, no wonder they ſeem Poor; 
Unhappy Creatures! ever doom d to toil, 

Yer reip no Harveſt from the barren Soil: 


| Like Men bewilder'd, whilſt falſe Lights in view, 


Stand as they ſtand, but fly when they purſue ; 
Eike Chymiſts, on their golden Dreams, intent, 
They weaken not, till what they have is ſpent, 


More Fool, and more ridiculous than Theſe 
Is He, who from his Merit hopes to Pleaſe, 
Who thinks that Honeſty, or Wit, or Parts, 
The ſtrength of Judgment, or the ſtretch of Arts} 
Will recommend a Man to thoſe who know, 
Themſelves the Foes of Worth, and Worth their bee! 


To blend the Multitude, a Auave in Pow'r, 
With Men of Worth, may toy away an Hour - 


But in his Cloſer fees the Knave alone, 
Nor joyns with Thoſe, whoſe Life apbraids his own; 


He gives them Pclf, who thank him for his Pelf, 
And picks his Mates, to tally to himſelf. 


Villainy binds them faft, and links the Chain, 
Flows from the firſt, and rans along the Train, 


And 
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And why are honeſt Men, and Men of Wit wes") 
Unfit for Powir, while Knaves and Fools are ** 
Self. truſting Wits unlyckilly ret 
An itch of Flotting, and a meddling Brain. 
While, Block heads boggle not at Shame or Sin, 
But, without queſtion, plunge thro thick and thin 
Vaſt is the dirty Mire that they run thro', / ,- 
Laboriaus are the Task; they have to do- 
One Blockhead in the buſineſs of Chicane, 
Effects what twenty Wits attempt /in vain. 
State Creatures muſt be, between Knaves and * 
No Horſe will bear the loading of ſuch Mules 

ISI INV 
Imagine Buſo at rome deadly pinch, ._ 

A Rogue will offer, awkward Virtue flinch 4 
Mucer | want you, Macer's overjoyß dj. 
And cares not to the Devil to be Employ'd, 
But try another, Sir, Your known addreſs, 
Bids me to truſt, you, and to hopefucceſs, _ 


4 What from my Virtue, from my-Honour 3 58 


Go dine on 1 or with Honour nr 


And, Dofer, ler x us 4 falle face the caſe, 4 


I Were you in Pow' UT pray, whom would you embrace? 


Whem 


SAY * 
1 4180 


Aud what you are, by what 464 2 ee 
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Whom would your Slaves officiouſly admit, 

The Man of Vertue, or the Man of Wit? 

Such ever at.your Heart, and at your Ear 
Would an your Counſels, all your Profits ſhare ; * 
And pray what Stateſman now ſn much in vogue, 7 
6 like you, in cheriſhing 2 Rogue ? „ 
Since th but manifeſt a meer ſelf. love, of 0 4 


0 


Ce: premier Miniſters ſay what they will, 
Their Hearr igalien from the brave Man ſtill; 
They court his Cauſe, affect to make him known, 
To 6792 his Intereft, or advance their own; 
Ana in whatever Fotm they ſeem to ſhew, 

Like Chiefs diſguis' d, 'tis to inſpe& a Foe : 8 


— * 


Like che fam'd Beaft that mimicks humane cries,' -- & 


Who hears ber el and who Fw, dies. = 


1 y 7 


„ this is wel hence we're to ſeex 8 
W Cowards are valiant, and the Valiant meek 3 


Open plyant, prejudice 5 2 


Learning heard out, and Wit a welcome Guaſt, 
Vanity ſilent, Pride a fawnling ſlave, DA 


"The Miſer bounteois, and the Athciff grave, - 


Stateſ- 
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xteſmen forgiving, Courtiers without ſpleen, 
ch King ſo gracious, and ſo learn'd each Queen 
is true that Worth may ſometimes riſe on high, 
it then tis flagrant, not to be palt by; 
d they who raiſe it, raiſe it for their Ends, 
o Glence Faction grumbling at their Friends; 
o ſlight it would reflect an odious flain, | 
Bun hus triumphs in a Nero's Reign: 
ut far from Favour, certain of a rurn, | 
he Man is ſpurn'd, whene'er tis ſafe to ſpurn, 


And ſomie by tacit virtue hep their Scat, 
uch as the Stateſman neither loves nor hares z 


1 ut while innoxious, ſuffers them to grow 


ike uſeleſs Plants, for nothing but to ew. 
pus is honeſt, and would rather ſee 

he Monarch bounded, and his Country free; 
ut while he Mourns, the Subject fears the King, 
luke.warm Patriot is an odious Thing. 

oving the Poor, but fear ful of the Rich, 

or Sea nor Land, but a moſt filthy slitch. 


A Prince's Bounty ſacred at the fource, _ 8 
lows purely mild, but muddles in its courſe; 
* * 
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This is my Simile, while you more bold, 

Pee viſh from age, in Politicks grown old, 

Term it a Puddle choak d with Mud and Stink; 
Where the Gooſe waddles, and where Aſſes drink, 
Which when it flows, flows to a common Shore, 
Adds Dirt to Dirt, and taints Things clean before. 


For who the Favours of a Prince procure, 
The favourite Miniſter, or favourite Whore? 
Such catch his Smiles, and intercepting Day 
Stand between Merit and the warming Ray, 
Embodied cloſe they ſand, with many a rank, 
W hoſe Fobs are empty, and whoſe Looks are lank, 
Bleſt in a Villain' s Kindred, ſure to run, 
And crowd and warm them at the Royal Sun, Wee” 
While ſullen Souls i in ſilent mood retire, _ 
And thiver at a diſlance Hou the Fire. 

| =y 

Such Heads as yours larger Notions ro!l, 

Big with new Thought, and all replece with Soul, 


May really be above ſuch abjeQ things, 

And look with juſt contempt on Crowns and Kings ; 

And I to mimick what I muſ} admire, 

The Patriat's Virtue, and the Poet's Fire. | 
May 
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ay ſtrut in Thought, and ſpirit up myleff, 
riding Title, and defpifing Pelf; 

t it muſt vex a Man, and pique his Pride, 
> ſee ſuch Creatures fail in a full Tide, 


Tide of Fortune, where they ſail ſecure, 
eer d by ſome Knave, or wafted by fome Whore. 


Decent Refle&ien for the Grave and Wiſe, 

ho ſtrive to Riſe, and who deſerve to Riſe, _ 

hat without Gold, and many a ſuppl: Cringe 

o Woman, Lewdneſs, Pride, and Paint, and Fringe: 
heir efforts fail Them, they muſt quit che Scene, 
Recire in ſilence, and Reſent in vain. 


And yet, through force of Whim, a female Heart, 
lay deviate from the Wrong, and help Deſert , 
brave Man chances on a Strumpet's Grace, 


Slips into Pow'r, and ſteals into a Place; 
hus roſe the Blenhaim's Chief, and from theſe Springs, 


Soard to a Prince, the Chaſtiſement of Kings; 
Ev'n from a Woman, all his Grandeur. rcſe, 

ZForc'd into Arms, to ſave a King's Repoie : 
That Voice ſo ſqueeking to delude the Fair, 
Yet talk'd T2 Europe in the Van of War, 
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That graceful Form, ſo, ſitted to ſatigu e, 5 Fhus 
In Woman's buſineſs, or à Court Inttigue; Po f 
Yer pour'd tus, Lighening on the barbarous Gaul. fut p 
Unplum'd his Pride, and taught his Hopes to fal: he! 


But with Male · Favourites, the e is no ſuch Chance, Whe 
Jealous of Power, they de aden its Advance, 
And ſedulouſly drive them from the Throne, 
Whoſe Int'reſt is not blended with their own : , 01 
Precarious State, on vile Foundations duilt, 

Threatning a Fall, and prop'd by mutual Guilt; I. 
Never full finiſh'd, ever in decay, 


Before tis Roof d, the bottom ſlips away, 


Vet let us trace this Evil to its ſource, 
It falls upon the Prince with double force, 
Who choſe the Miniſter, and durſt not truſt, | ; 
An upright Servant, daring to be Juſt; | : 
But choſe a Sychophant to keep him blind, 
And lull him in his Lethargy of Mind. 


Each Scribler now, each School. boy can declaim, 
Point High flown Knaves, and damn them in bis Theme, 
And let the Monarch Swear, or Slay, or Rob, 
All his Faus feaus are father on Sr 3.5. 
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hus ſome Men can deduce each wicked trick, 
ot from the wicked Actor, but old Nick; 
t pray, becaute the Dev'l has no good Name, 
hen our own Nature prompts, Is he to blame? 
he Stateſman's blam'd, when Princes manage ill, 
ithout his Knowlege, nay, againſt his Will; 
d great his hazard, if he dat d to ſpeak, 
o blame the Folly, or condemn the Freak, 


Lewis the Bully, as the Story's told, 

bus ſcrv'd a Confeſſor who ſeem'd too bold, 
r ſcems che Monarch had fo flagrant been, 
is whore grew ſawcy, and ſhe Nos d his Queen; 
he good old Prieſt, ſuch Evils to retreneh,, 
Fralk'd much of Hell, and ſtorm'd againſt the wench, 
or ftorm'd unpuniſh d, for he found roo late, 
is Care diſpenc'd with, and the Monarch's hate : 
Vho thence intruſts his Soul, with one t that knew, | 
he Cute of Souls, yet had gooi Manners too, 


No Man webs who conſiders rigttt, | 

nt pity Stateſmen, and their dangerous height; 
The want of Friends, the multitudè of Foes, ; 
The Toil perpetual, and the No-Repoſe : 
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The dread of Maſleti, jealouſie of Slaves, 
The as of brave Men, and the ffabbs of Knaves : 
The Nations hate, the Rival's nice addreſs, 
Eternal hazards, frequent ill fucceſs; 
The inconftanicy of Kings, the want of Peace, 
The ſtings of Conſcienee, and the ſure Diſgrace. 


No Man but to the ſenſe of Shame is loft, 
Who thinks ſome Places worth the pains they coſt; 
Cornus has an Employment, Corus knows, 

By whom he roſe, and for what Ends he roſe, 
And ſpends its Income on the wife and brood, 
'Since he who gave it, is their fleſh and blood : 
My Lord, his Features in the Children ſpyes. 
One has his Lips, another has his Eyes; 

Thus cornus is Supported but to ſeed 

My Lords Sale. Strumpet, and his ſpurious Breed; 


Fumo had Land, but Fumo ſigh'd to ſhine, 
Appear at Court, and with the Courtiers dine; 
Haſtes to be ruin d, and with pleaſure ſees, 
The fall of Mannors, and the ſale of Trees, 
His Woods diſpos'd off, and bis Acres ſold, 
He hies to Court, sir has the Gold, 


n 
1d what bas he? why, firſt a little Pow's, | 
hen late remorſe, and many an aching Hour, 
ho then Fumo would deſire to roam, 
nd ſtarve abroad, while plenty was at ho me? 


The World thought Myron bleſt with wit and fire, 
Jut Myron itch'd, to make the World a Lyar, | 
zevolted to the Court, and cring d and fawn'd, 

\nd all his Genius on one Penſion pawn'd. 

Dbſerve the Raptures which he ſince. has writ, 

11 loyal Strains, but guiltleſs all of Wit; 

\nd what true Poet envies Hen: Fart, 

ho won the Court; but loſt the Muſes Heart! 
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Rare is the Poet, molt exceſſive rare, 


V ho eboaks not with the groſine es of Court- Air 

ut if we muſt baye ParzoNs and Chimparne, 

o mend our Genius, and exale our Vein, | 

et them have Grandeur without haughty Ars 

And weigh our worth equiyalent to Theirs, 

be Poet's Senſe, and not his Fortune rate, 
but think Parnoſtan Fields, no ſmall Eftate - ” 


uch Lords as yo without a bluſh can know, | 
ight grace your Page, or in 10 PE. N en flow. 
Wilk 
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Wilt Thou, ® Oty Max! recall what Thor boft bi 
And patient bear the Prattle of Eighteen ? 
Canſt Thou reca i before thy Worth was crown'd, 
Before thy Harley ſmil'd, or Envy frown d 
How eager. the firſt Paths of Fame you ſought ! 
While your young Heart all flutter'd with the Thought 
1 Art Thou the ſame ! And do thy Pulſes beat? 
WW | Tet warm with Patriot, and poetick Heat | | 


| Tes! Sev'nty Years, in vain, have ſpent their Rage, 
1 Still Thou art SW IFT, in ſpight of pain or age; 
7 Faithful the Muſes to the laſt attend, 
And the warm Writer, with the Man muſt end: 
But ſomething of a higher Nature gives | 
| The Strength you feel, and in your Boſom lives; 
| A Treaſure gather'd alt your Life before, 
And long preſery'd, to combat with Threefcore, 
Something, which all ſhould eagerly purſue, 
A Life of virtue, and of action too 
| A kind Concern! if not to break her Ghai, 
| To help your Country, and to eaſe her Pains. 
| 'Tis This, perhaps, that lengthens out thy Goal, 
Warms thy old Heart, and lightens up thy Soul. 
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* ju Character N the Reverend Dean Swift. | 
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